HERACLES
Amphitryon
Let Zeus act to guard his interest in his son.                        170
For my part, Heracles, I have but words
to prove this man's gross ignorance of you.
I cannot bear that you should be abused.
First for his slander, for such I call it
when you are called a coward, Heracles.                              175
I call upon the gods to bear me witness:
that thunder of Zeus, his chariot
in which you rode, stabbing with winged shafts
the breasts of the giant spawn of earth,
and raised the victory-cry with the gods!                               180
Go to Pholoe and see the centaurs,
go ask them, those four-legged monsters,
what man they judge to be the bravest,
if not my son, whose courage you call sham.
Go ask Abantian Dirphys which bore you:                           185
it will not praise you. You have never done
one brave deed your fatherland could cite.
You sneer at that wise invention, the bow.
Listen to me and learn what wisdom is.
Your spearsman is the slave of his weapons;                         190
unless his comrades in the ranks fight well,
then he dies, killed by their cowardice;
and once his spear, his sole defense, is smashed,
he has no means of warding death away.
But the man whose hands know how to aim the bow,           195
holds the one best weapon: a thousand arrows shot,
he still has more to guard himself from death.
He stands far off, shooting at foes who see
only the wound the unseen arrow plows,
while he himself, his body unexposed,                                 200
lies screened and safe. This is best in war:
to preserve yourself and to hurt your foe
unless he stands secure, beyond your range.
Such are my arguments, squarely opposed
to yours on every point at issue here.
What will you achieve by killing these boys?                      205
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